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Quctn.                                        O, your love !

It shows now kindly in you.

Re enter RuTHVRN.

Ruthren.                               All Is sped ;

The lords of the adverse party being roused up
And hearing with what, large applause of men
The reading of our sentence in the bond
And names subscribed, and proclamation made
Of Murray even at heel of the act returned,
Was of all mouths made welcome, in fierce haste
Forth of their lodging fled confusedly
With no more tarriance than to bring their lives
Clear of the press and cry of peril at hand,
And their folk round them in a beaten rank
Hurled all together ; so no man being left,
The earls of Huntley and of Bothwell gone,
To lift a hand against the general peace,
The townsmen, of their surety satisfied,
Brake up with acclamation of content
For the good comfort done thorn in this deed.

Queen.    What have ye made my servant ?

Ruthvtn*                                            A dead dog.

His turn is done of service,

Darnffy.                            Yea, stark dead ?

Ruthren.   They stabbed him through and through

with edge on edge

Till all their points met in him ; there he lies,
Cast forth in the outer lodge, a piteous knave
And poor enough to look on.